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EIGHTH STORY

Beyond Recall
Vftlltret Graeme had amazetf her

fife dropping out of the social
time, and returning to It

l queer statement that she
mi" taking a course In law.
jle wondered what John Leon*
iM think of this freak on the
fthe; pretty hut strong-willed
whom he had so long been en-

.1

nard was not given to airing
pinions for the benoflt of the

¦ft, too, he had new interests of
m, Just then, that so absorbed
to leave little time or thought
ier matters.
Explorers club, of which he
momber, was organizing an ex-

"Jpnto the unpopulated hlnter«
if Brazil.an expedition which
cl had largely financed and
he was to lead.

paratlona for this, six-months ab-
fiflbm New York engrossed his

> attention for weeks. At length
ready, and his passage was

i a Braall-bounl steamor
to **il at 2 a. m. on New

Ej&
b early afternoon of New Year's
ieonard called at the Graeme
to say good-bye to Margaret,
found Margaret in the living

[gfher father's home, waiting for
h, an eagerness she had not
award his visits for many a

"ig.. mo!" she exclaimed.
.j^Jjuiit had the most wonderful bit
Of luotpt was afraid you wouldn't

"^'ifore l had to go out. And I
"l|io;to tell you!"
»0u the wonderful news?" he

gfd|gfyly.^r. Halloran has promised to make
secretary! Think of that!"
iti7»ng to think of it," said
b£: norplexity. "But it doesn't

ke sona9 to me. Why should a
do girl want to be any man's
y.-and deprive some needj
good Job And, who is *Mr.

n?'"
SliiMr. Halloran?" she echoed,

nig his first question. Mr.
M Morehouse Halloran, my
int friend, is the new district at-

pffijSlwaa elected last November
ho takes office tomorrow morn-
tad-"

Obi" grunted Leonard in disgust.
at^Halloran?"
Tfali?" she snapped. "You needn't
b^0f:htm as if he were an ashcart
bt. He is one of the most bril*
t criminal lawyers in America and
ybody says ho will be governor
United States senator some day.

He Is one of the most unscrupulous
ifSlTUjt'machlne politicians in the
V" contradicted Leonard.
jron ihan't speak so of him!" said

BfiSliiri, sharply. "Mr. Halloran is a

|of mine, and of father's too.
won't hear him vilified, even

But he."
He appreciates my ability and my
bltlona for a career!" she hurried
enthusiastically. "He is going to
a,ma hi, secretary, and to help
ihow what a woman can do when

for once she la given a fair chance."
"You have no right to."

;]jvre a right to do as I please."
'ou have not," he denied. "No one

win Martol's father thought
a right to do as he pleased.'

Rlett his money to charity in-
of leaving it to the son ho had
trained to earn a living. And,
esult of his father'a injustice,
la dead broke."
not interested in your friend

. Martel. I."
it I am," Interposed Leonard. "I'm
¦-1- Interested in him that I'm go-

ilea him on my Brazil trip as
ly assistants. It will gtre

PUU ffUCA and a livelihood and teach
him through It, while he Is shaping
bU plana for the future. I made him
tha offer today and he's accepted It,

rt,-"TTe aeldom asked a favor,
But.dear, give up this silly

i. Don't accept Halloran'a
SjTou ain't realise what it."
11 seldomer ask ¦ favor of you,"
ike In Ironically. "Give up this
ipedltloD to Brazil. Don't ao-

_ie Explorers' club offer."
iat?" he demandod, taken aback,

have me give up my Brazil
Surely, you're not in earnest?
means my whole career."

_iret!" he begged, "be lenal-
ble. Cask only."
"Ton have no right to ask anything.

Sou are not my ma,ter."
.1 am the man you have promised

Bie stripped the engagement ring
from her left hand and held It oat to

"What do you mean?" he asked, be-

thai you sewn to regard

an engagement ring as a fetter, te
make me your slave. I refuse to weai
fetters. Take it!"
Long and earnestly he gazed at the

willful girl, who returned his glance so
fiercely. Then he said, very slowly:

"I am going now. You will not heax
from me in any way for more than
six months. But some day I Ehall come
hack to you. And by that time sharp
experienco will havo brought you tc
your senses. I would havo saved you
from that experienco if I could. 1
love you."
He left the room and the house

without bo much as a backward
glance.
By sheer will-power, she thrust

Leonard himself from her memory.
The district attorney-elect was to dine
with her father and herself. Later Hal-
loran and oho were planning to look
on at the New Year's Eve revels in
one of the big restaurants.
...... t
"Edwin Mattel," Leonard had once

said, "iB a living proof that luck is
the very worst thing in the world.
for the fellow who hasn't got it."
And ho was right. Born and brought

up to the idea that he was to inherit
a goodly fortune, Mattel found himself
cast on the world at twenty-five, with¬
out a dollar.
The man was strong, willing, eager

to learn. But, for lack of the right-
equipment, ho was barely able to pick
up the most precarious sort of a liv¬
ing.
The chance to go with Leonard to

Brazil came to him as a godsend. He
was not only out of work and at the
very end of his resources, but he was
also engaged to bo married.

Elsio Drayton, whom ho had met at
a dance, was probably the worst bit
of ill-luck of all that had befallen Mar-
tel. She was a high-strung, Ill-disci¬
plined girl who had come to New
York to study art, and in whom the
artistic temperament crowded out any
natural common sense she may have
had.
She had fallen in love with the good-

looking Martel at sight, and had de^liberately set out to make him pn>
pose to her. Knowing Elsio's hysteri¬
cal devotion for him, Martel dreaded
to tell hor of the Job that would entail
a half-year's absence from her; even
thought it might lead to an earlier
marriage than his former prospects
had warranted.
But the news must be broken to

her soon or late. So, finishing his
rather meager packing, and having
an hour or so to spare before meeting
Leonard at Dorley's restaurant, he
made up his mind to have the ordeal
over with, and to tell his tidings and
say good-by at the same time.
Accordingly, somewhat late in the

evening, ho left his own lodgings and,
suitcase in hand, set forth for the
studio street in which Elsie Drayton

"Forget That You Sent An Innocent
Man to His Death?"

lodged. Elsie's tiny apartment was in
a ramshackle building devoted to
cheap ateliers and presided over by
an ugly and orderly janltress, Mrs.
Wiggs by name.
Mrs. "Wiggs, from her own quarters

at the end of the hall, heard Mattel's
footsteps on the stairs and peered out
Seeing Edwin halt at Elsie's door, she
nodded and returned to her room.

Elsie, recognizing tho knock, came
running to the door to admit her
lover.
"Oh, I'm so glad.so glad to see

you!" she greeted him. "I've been
crying my eyes out because I was
afraid you were going to let New
Year's Eve go by without coming to
see me. Why, Ed, you look as if
you'd lost your best friend. What's
the matter, dear?"
"I'm at the end of my resources,"

he began. "You know that I'm out
of work and with no chanoe to get a
Job that will pay me a marryinfc sal¬
ary."
"But."
"But I have an offer," he hurried on,

"An offer that will mean everything
to me.to both of ub,m
"An offer? You mean an offer of a

job? Isn't that aplendld? Tell me
about it"
"John Leonard baa offered me a

splendid salary and a chance for big
advance.if I'll Join bla expedition to
Brazil,"
"To Brazil?4* (he gasped.
'Ten. We sail at 2 o'clock tomor¬

row morning. With luck we ought to
be back here in ill months or so.
And."
"You shan't go!" she sobbed hysteri¬

cally. "You shan't do It! "You asked
me to marry you. You made me lore.
And now you want to desert me!"
"Don't be so absurd!" he command¬

ed, his nerves raw. "You talk as 11
I were trying to get rid ot you Instead
of."
"And so you are! Yon are."
"Instead of going Into exile and

peril and hardship for your sake!
I came here to be strengthened and
cheered for my Journey. And Instead
you are taking the heart all out of
mo. Don't send me away with the
memory of a face all blotched with
tears!"
"I'm not going to send you away

at all!" shrilled Elsie, her high voice
pitched almost In a Bcream. "I'm not
going to let you leave me. You prom¬
ised to marry me. And now you want
to desert mo. I'm going to hold you
to your solemn promise, Ed Martel."

Mrs. Wlggs, In her cubbyhole room
at tho far end of the hall, paused In
her preparations for bed aa the sound
of tho tearful, angry voice reached her.
Mrs. Wlggs kicked off her flapping

slippers, opened her door softly, and
padded, pussy-footed, down tho hall
toward Elsie's apartment. Mrs. WlggB
could hear tho voices of the two lovers
In angry dispute; but she could catch
none ot Martel's words and aggravat-
lngly few of Elslo's.
Mrs. Wlggs could hoar tho voices ot

the two lovers In angry dlsputo; but
she could catch nono of Martel's words
and aggravatlngly few of Elslo'a.
"There Is no use In keeping this up

any longer," said Martel. "We'll both
say what we'll be sorry for. And I
don't want my absence to be marred
by ugly memories like that."
Ho picked up tjie suitcase. The

frantic girl suddenly lost the last atom
of her shaky self-control. Flying at
htm, she seized the suitcase and tried
to tear It away from him.
None too gently be pulled the suit¬

case away from her.
"Dcn't! Don't! You're killing me!"
Mrs. Wlggs, hovering near tho key

hole, caught the words, and she
thrilled with excitement. Apparently
this was no mere quarrel, but a bat¬
tle.
"Don't be foolish, dear," pleaded

Martel In a voice too low to reach be¬
yond the door. "You are behaving like
a cranky baby. It Isn't worthy a
grown woman. Get up and stop acting
so."
Somewhat roughly he drow her to

her foot; then turned to go. With a
cry she flung herself upon the suit¬
case. As he tugged to get It away
from her the catch slipped.
The bag flew open and Its contents

were scattered broadcast. Collars,
shirts, underclothes, brushes, neckties
and coats strewed the floor. At Mar¬
tel's feet tumbled a revolver that had
been rolled up In his sweater at the
bottom of the case.

ElBle caught sight of tho fallen
weapon. Before Martel could stoop she
had seized it and was brandishing it
above her head.

"If you don't promise not to desert
me." she began.

"Drop that thing, you little Idiot!"
he growled, catching her wrist in
both hands and, by a quick wrench,
disarming hor.
"Shoot me, then! Go ahead and

shoot me. I've nothing to live for
now." 1

"This ain't Just a scrap." mused Mrs.
Wlggs, catching the shrill words. "It's
beginning to look llko murder. The
landlord will sf.ve mo blazeB if I let
folks kill each other here."
Martel dropped the pistol Into tho

side pocket of his coat. It was an old
coat.one he had donned for ship¬
board wear. And the pocket Into
which he thrust the revolver was a
pocket into which he had onco Inad¬
vertantly dropped a lighted cigarette.
AlmoBt the entire bottom of it was
burned out.
The pistol therefore slipped through

and fell again to the floor.
"Shoot me!" Elsie-was sobbing. "I'd

rathor die than live. I swear I won't
live If you leave me! I swear It!"
The man looked hopelessly at the

quivering girl. Then his roving glance
fell upon a table clock. The hands
pointed to 11:30.tho very hour and
minute he was due to meet Leonard at
Dorley's restaurant, a full ten min¬
utes' walk distant.
He caught up the suitcase and start¬

ed hastily to repack It But Elsie
sprang at him again and twined her
fingers in tho case's handle; so that
nothing short of painful force could
loosen her grisp.
Martel gave another despairing look

at the clock. Then releasing his hold
on the suitcase he bolted from the
apartment before Elsie could stop
him or so much as guess his Intent

Mrs. Wlggs, In dread lest the en¬
tertaining quarrel should degenerate
Into * killing, had started toward her
own room to put on her slippers and
go forth thence to summon aid. Thus
she wholly missed Martel'B departure,
John Leonard, at a corner table In

Dorley's, looked at his watch for tho
tenth time. Martel wu already 11
mlnutai lata for the appointment
"BleTen forty-onol" iti mjmnwtl'If this la a sample of Martel a afll-

olenoy I might hatter hara picked out
anotheT aiilitant. Ha."
Throufh the crowd of giwti Edwin

Martel ttrwt LU way W Leonard'*
tabta, W

"I'm aorry to be so late," lie apolo*
Sited, breathlag heavily as If from a
hard run. "I was detained. I went
to say good-by to the girl I'm en¬
gaged to. She didn't want me to go.
And.M

"You're a lucky man!" commented
Leonard bitterly. "The girl I'm en¬
gaged to was perfectly willing to hare
me go. Indeed, she hinted that she
doesn't care if she never sees me
again."
"Hard luck!" sympathized Martel.

"But, at that. It's better than having
one's sweetheart threaten to kill her¬
self because one Is going away."

"Did your sweetheart do that?"
asked Leonard in wonder. "Lord, but
I envy you! Mine practically turned
me out of her house and threw my
ring at me. You don't know what a
treasure you have. Go back to
her Try to reconcile her to your go¬
ing. If you can't, then wait and Jola

"I Won't Let You 001" She Panted.

me by a later boat A few days' de-
lay won't do any harm. And It may
serve to make her see things differ¬
ently."
Ten minutes later Martel was climb-

ing the stairs he had descended a half
an hotir earlier.the stairs leading to
Elsie's apartment.
Meantime the girl had gradually re*

covered from her swoon. Sitting up,
dazedly, she looked about her in va-
cant-eyed amaze. Then she saw the
suitcase and the scattered clothes on
the floor. And, all at once she re*
membered.

Elsie's dilated eyes strayed from the
suitcase to something lying on a rug
beside it. Something that glinted
queerly in the lamplight. It was Ed*
win Martel's revolver.
As though hypnotized by its glitter,

she continued to staro at it Present-
ly her hand went forward, almost
stealthily; and her fingers closed
around the pistol butt Here, to her
disordered mind, was the full and final
solution of her problem.

Martel had left her. And, In leav¬
ing, he had taken away all that made
her life worth living. Perhaps when
he should hear she was dead, he might
be sorry. From the grave she could
sting him with a barb of remorse.
This was his own pistol, too.this

pistol whose muzzle felt so gratefully
cool against her fever-hot flesh.
Elsie let herself play morbidly with

the idea, as a child morbidly bites on
a soro tooth. She know little of fire¬
arms. But she had heard that if a
trigger were pressed hard enough.
Sho did not know Just how hard one

needed to tug, before the pistol would
go off. And, experimentally, she tight¬
ened her forefinger around the trigger.

There was ^ flash.a roar that rever¬
berated through the whole loose-doored
apartment.a pungent smoke cloud
filled the little room.
Mrs. "Wiggs, half dressed, heard the

report. Flinging a long cloak around
her, she dashed down the hall. Out¬
side Elsie's door sho paused. No sound
came from inside. She was about to
turn tho knob, when it occurred to
her that Martel, who had doubtless
fired the shot, might very possibly put
a second bullet into her own head
should she break in upon the scene of
carnago.
So sho fled down the passageway

and down the stairs and out into the
midnight city.

In the studio street a throng of
revelors were making night hideous
with their racket Horns, rattles, con¬
fetti, "ticklers," cowbells, ticker-tape,
and a dozen other temper-wrecking
devices were in evidence. A mimic
battle had sprung up in the middle of
the walk. Groups of bystanders, on
their way to restaurants, had halted
to laugh at the spectacle. A pog-post
policeman looked on with a tolerant
grin.

Suddenly, the policeman drew him¬
self up and saluted, as a man and a
woman in evening dress paused near
him to watch the fun. Patrolman
O'Brien had a good memory for faces.
And this man with the slender, fair-
haired girl on his arm, was Charles
Morehouse Halloran, the new district
attorney who was to take office tomor¬
row.
Halloran, still new enough to police

deference to be gratified by it, re¬
turned the salute.
"You see," whispered Margaret, "Al¬

ready you're famous. A year ago, that
bluecoat would have ordered you to
move on. Now, he salutes you as If
you were the president"
"Perhaps," gallantly surfeited Hal*

loran, "he Is saluting the beauty of
my new secretary. He."
Mrs, Wiggs# plowing her way, lit

flustered manner, through tho crowd,
flung herielf on Patrolman O'Brien,

"OfflcorP aho iquallod, "There's
boon murder done, back hero, not two
minutes einoo! Como quiok!"
"Murdor?" ropoatcd O'Brien,

"Whoro? Wbor

"Back at the «tudlo butldln'. Ton
know the place. Miss Elsie Drayton,
one ot our tenants. She's Just been
ahot by Mr. Martel. He'a tho man
who's been keepln" company with her.
^They quarreled, something terrible,
this evenln'. An' just now he shot her.
Just as the clock waa a-strikln' twelve.
I-"

O'Brien waited for no more. He b»
can to push a path through the jolly
crowd that hemmed him In so tightly.
"Way, there!" he bellowed, trying

to make himself heard about tho din ot
cowbell, horn and rattle. "Let us
through!"

"Officer!" spoke up Halloran, at his
aide, "take this young lady and mysell
with yon. It Is midnight; and my of-
Octal duties can begin with tho Aral
murder of the new year."

"Certainly, sir," agreed O'Brien, con¬
voying them slowly through the pack
of people. "Come along if you like."
"Do you mlndt" Halloran asked Mar¬

garet Graeme. "You know you must
get used to such things, If you are to
be my secretary."
"Of course, I don't mind," she as-

¦nred him, excited at the prospect,
"and I can be of help by taking notes
for you. Oh, why can't we move -fast
er? We're simply crawling."

"You're lucky wo can more at all,
mlBS." said the policeman, oyer hli
shoulder, "In a mob like this."

Five mlnutbs later, Martel entered
Elsie Drayton's studio. On the floor,
under the dim-turned light, lay the
body of the girl from whom he had
parted a bare half hour before. Near¬
by gleamod the revolver.
With a cry, Martel flung himself on

his knees beside the dead woman. Her
body was still warm. He got to his
feet and stared dumbly at hor. Scarce
knowing what he did, bo picked up
the revolver.and recognized It as his
own.
Out Into the hallway he reeled, with

somo vague Idea of shouting for help.
But horror had, for a moment, stricken
him dumb. Scarcely had he started
down the passage when he saw several
people hurrying toward him from the
head of the stairs. One of them waa a
policeman. Martel darted back into
the room, to show them tho way.
Turning, juet inside the doorway, he

faced tho policeman who had entered
at hln heels. Tho overzealous officer,
anxlouB to show off his prowess to the
now district attorney, leaped at Mar»
tel and grappled with him.
Martel, utterly taken back, instlno-

tlvely defended hlmBelf, but a blow
from tho policeman's nlghtBtlck
knocked him senseless.
He came to himself in station house

cell. Next morning he faced a charge
of murder.
The public agreed that Halloran be¬

gan hla official duties aB district attor¬
ney by extremely prompt and ofllclent
work In the Martel caae. Not only had
he visited the scene of the murder
within ten minutes after the commls-
Bion of the crime, and had been pros-
ent at the prisoner's arreBt, but ho had
personally handled every dotail of the
prosecution.
Moreover, he was aided, moBt intel¬

ligently, by a young eoclety woman,
MiBS Margaret Graemo, whom ho had
appointed as his personal secretary,
and who, it wae said, worked day and
night in perfecting the case against
Elsie Drayton's Blayer.
The caBo Itself seemed clear

enough. A brief review of it, Bent out
by the preBB, waa printed In a Florida
newspaper which lator was UBed aa
"stuffing" for a box of supplies for¬
warded to an exploring expedition in
the farther wlldernesa of Brazil.
John Leonard, chancing to pick up

the wad ot newspaper, which ono ot
his assistants had JuBt thrown out ot
the newly opened box, smoothed It
out and glanced over the rumpled
pages. News of the outer world.even
very ancient news.is welcome to peo¬
ple far away from civilization.
And scanning the smudged Inner

sheets, Leonard came across a head¬
line which caught and riveted hiB hor-
rifled attention. The headline was:

MARTEL CONDEMNED TO DIE.
Slayer of Elsie Drayton Sentenced to

Electrlo Chair.

Followed a New York "date llne"
and the following abridged Item:
"Edwin A. Martel was yesterday

sentenced by Judge Hlnkle to die In
the electric chair during the week of
March 30, for the murder of his sweet¬
heart, Elsie Drayton, an artist.

"Martel was engaged to be married
to Mlsa Drayton. On tho evening of
December 31, he called on her, alleged¬
ly to say good-by before starting for
Brazil on the Leonard expedition. Mrs.
Wlggs, janltresa of the studio build¬
ing In which Miss Drayton lived, heard
the sounds of violent quarreling as she
passed along the hall outside of the
victim's apartment.
"She heard Mlsa Drayton call out

in terror: 'Don't! You're killing me!'
and, afterward heard her cry defiant*
ly, 'Shoot me! Go ahead and ahoot
me!' Half an hour later, Mrs. Wlggs,
In her own room, heard a tlerclng
bcream, followed almost at once by a
pistol shot
"RuBblng out into the street to sum¬

mon help, ahe returned presently with
Patrolman O'Brien, Just as Martel, pis-
tol In hand, waa making bla escape.
At light of the policeman, Martel ran
back Into the room. O'Brien followed
him and, after a fierce struggle, suo-
ceeded In overcoming the murderer.

"Mattel's defense, oddly enough, was
an alibi. It la established that the
shooting occurred precisely on the
¦troke ot midnight Martel admitted
vliltlni Miss Drayton on that evening,
but declared ha left her apartment at
UliO and did not return to It until
lit10, H« aald ha spent the lnterren-
tag time tX DoiWt wJth

John Leonard and that he wu
taking his leave ot Leonard aa the
clock itruck twelve.

"Mr. Leonard sailed for Braafl at
two In the morning, before Martel re-
covered consciousness after his tussle
with the policeman- All efforts, by
the prisoner's attorney* to locate Mr,
Leonard have failed, as he Is in the
.hinterland,' beyond the reach of tel»
graph.

"It it needless to sayt no credenoe
was placed in Martel'a remarkable
alibi; since all evidence points to the
fact that he did not leave Miss Dray,
ton's apartment from the moment he
first entered it, until he attempted to
escape afer the murder waa commit*
ted. The revolver with which the vic¬
tim waa killed, bore Mattel's name
carved on tho butt

"Great credit is due to District At-
torney C. M. Halloran for his brilliant
handling of tho case, and to his pretty
ae<;rotary, Miss Margaret Graeme, for
her really noteworthy aid in building
up the impregnable structure of evl
dence against the accused."

John Leonard road the bady crum¬
pled article with eyes abulie. He
looked again at the date, then groanod
aloud. An hour later ho wae on hla
way to tho nearest town that had a
telegraph office, and thence, post-hosts,
to the cr at.
........«
Margaret Graeme sat In Hie llbarrj

of her father's house. A book lay on
her lap. But aha was not read!s»
The last fow montlia had put prera*.
ture Hues into her faco, and there waa
a now look of melancholy.almost of
terror.In her oyos. She stared Into
spaco as If trying to fathom an un
known depth.
And thus John Leonard, on hla way

uptown from tho ship, found her. She
roso to greet him aa he entered th«
room. But ho paid no hood to hei
timidly outstretched hand or to her de
precatlng emllo of welcome. Hla flrjl
curt worda woro:

"I am too late. My cablegram wa»
delayed somehow In Brazil. The op¬
erator went on a spree, I suppose. I
And It never reached the district at.
tornoy until this morning. I hoard,
by wlroless, yesterday, of Edwin Mar
tel's execution."

"Don't!" she shuddered, "Oh, 1st mi
forget It!"

"Forget It?" he aald ranplngly, "For¬
get that you helped send an innocent
man to hla doath? You will be lucky
If ever you can forgot It. Or perhaps,"
he sneered, "Independent womanhood
and a public 'career" take r.o ivcco-.int
of such trillos as a Judicial murdor."

"Don't," sho said again, Imploring¬
ly. "Oh, John, do you suppose you
can mako mo feol worse than I Uo!
When he was sentenced he turnM
toward mo and looked mo full In the
eyes. And his look wont through ma
llko white-hot iron. All at ot.co ; knew,
whatover the evidenco against Ulm,
that Edwin Martel was Innocent !
went to tho district attorney. I begged
him.on my knees 1 bogged .ilm.to
get Martel a reprieve -ntll you could
be hoard from. Mr. Halloran Jmt
laughed ot my plea and said: 'lift
prieve and such legal delays are for
rich men. Not for poor guya who
haven't cash or Influence. If it wasu'l
for an occasional poor man caught in
its meshes, tho law would r.ever hart
a fair chance and I'd never make a rec¬
ord?' I resigned my secretaryship,
that vory minute, and came back hume.
But I can never undo what I hart
done."
"Nover," coldly assented Loonard.

"Tho law has been satisfied. And Jus¬
tice has been cheated, ir Biwla Mar¬
tel had had monoy enough, he could

Ha Stared Dumbly it IV. Dead
Woman.

have gotten a delay until I name home,
As he didn't.the law took II, course.
The law that you gave me up tor.
The law whose study you preferred to
the honored position of wife aod moth¬
er."

"Oh, John!" she wept. "I have
¦lnned! I have sinned horribly. But
I've paid. I've paid In tears, in an-
gulsh, in heartbreak! Is there no for¬
giveness! Can you never tako me
back and give me another chance?
I'll spend my whole life, trying to
atone."
Like granite his face waB set, as he

gazed coldly down Into her Implorlfif
eyes. Then.between him and the
-woman who so vainly entreated his
forgiveness and love.a shadow
seemed to flit Tbe shadow ot Edwin
Martel. And the shadowy lips seemed,
to Leonard's excited fancy, to mur¬
mur:

"Forgive aa you hope to be forgiven.
III can forgive her, cannot you?"

Involuntarily, Leonard's sternly fold¬
ed arms opened. And the girl be loved
crept weeping into their tender iheV

(END OF EIGHTH STORY.) ,.|
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LESSON FOR AUGUST 20
RIOT AT EPHE8U

LESSON TEXT.Act# H3ML
GOLDEN TEXT.The love of n

the root of all kinds of evil..I T
Teachers ought to have

and keep before the minds uv u

classes both tho ancient and mode
names of tho places Paul vlslte
resided at Ephesus nearly

""

A. D. S3 to M. The event! of this le
son occurred about three years
our last lesson In Acts.

I. The Missionary Work of Paul
(vv. 1-10). How long Paul remained at
Antloch after his second journey v
do not know, but having passed!
through the "upper coait" he came t
this city of Ephesus, which was ai
Important city and a great mlatlor
Held. In Revelations 2 and 8 la . Ust
of the churches which he ev
from this center. It was a l
effectual door for him (I Cor. 6:9;!
read also Acts 20:17; 2:35). Ia thin
city Paul found a religious guild of ljj
members (see vv. 2-7), whose rellg*
lous experience needed the enrichment)
of the Holy Spirit ; a like need la ereL
before tho Christian church.

II. The Miracles Wrought by Pau«
(vv. 11-20). Ephcsus was a center otj
magic and witchcraft, and apodal
power was given Paul to work mlraJ
cles which confounded the magtd
In this, their stronghold. The
proves Its power most and bestH
transforming the characters of mei
Deeds of love and service are the besjj!
proofs of Chrlstlonlty, and
the things which awaken heathen na|
tlons to seek after the Christian rellg
Ion. But such deeds are often .lml^tated as In this case. (8ee v. 1&)|
However, only the real spirit of <
can work the truo workings of thS
Gospel, and thus the name of the Lord
Jesus was magnified In Ephesus. Iml«
tatlon Is often the slncereat form ot
flattery.

III. The Mob's Attack Upon P«uri
Work (vv. 21-41). The first resulttft
Paul's work was tho burning of ths
books of magic (vv. 18-20). Many who
had been dupes of the magicians
censed their secret practices and d£clarcd their wrongdoings In this pub"
11c manner. Literally, book after book
was thrown Into the Are. much th«
same as In Florence SavonarolMpMhis "bonfire of vanities." Paul's won¬
derful succosb had to have Its JgjUnglbefore he left. The Gospel "way," the
¦way of salvation, of true living, 1*
sure to create a Btlr sooner or
Preach the Gospel faithfully and fully,
and It will stir up any community. It
Is not necessarily a bad sign when
things begin to be disturbed. It mMy|simply Indicate that the Are lsJ|M3gting hot. The good results of revjTji
als do not hurt business, bnt they doghurt the devil. So that "big business
was Intensely stirred up in the cltyj
of Ephesus. Demetrius, their leader,
uttered a striking and truthfttl%com«
mendatlon of Paul (v. 26), although
It was entirely unintentional. jtgwjI These. 1:9-10). Demetrius do^gtot?
seem to seek to controvert the preachyIng of Paul, or that It did not square
with the word of God, but rather that
It would Interfere with financial ,cott-
slderatlons. The modern worldJs Ml
of descendants of the Epheslan silver*
smiths,.politicians and business ln«
terests which defend the saloon, and
fairly respectable citizens who recelvs
rents from such business, or from Im¬
moral or unsanitary properties, ami
who cry out against any reform which.
Interferes with trade and money mak¬
ing. There arc many today whojars
very enthusiastic religionists if they,
can coin money out of it or grtjlnW
an office. Wag>U «rt flierfw mating (Paul was
not present, w. 29, 31) Demetrius ap-,pealed (1) to wealth, (2) to religion, ,(8) to the honor and fame of the city,
and (4) he also made an esthetic ap¬
peal, (vv. 25, 20, 27). The Je*s put
forward one of their number, Alexan¬
der, to make a defense unto the peo¬
ple, and to show that they were not
In sympathy with Paul and his: com¬
panions In their preaching against ths
worship of Diana or that as Jewish
Christians they did not maliciously
hope to destroy the worship of Diana
and the business interests of that city.
Their effort, however, only stirred the
mob to a larger shout, "Great Is Diana
of the Epheslans," which lasted ior
two hours.
Those who yell the loudest think

they are sure to prove their point,
though In such a way the point docs
not stay proved. Paul combines fear¬
less courage and humble common
sense, and, while he fain would ap¬
peal to the mob (v. 30). he refrained.
The mob must soon awaken
manliness and spirit of Paul'
It was the town clerk who lnterfQ
(v. 85-41) and by sjflllful managemi
quelled the excited mob. He was jtemple keeper and showed that 1
worship of Diana was so settled
Ephesus that no company of Je
could overthrow It, and that they I
not have any real cause for violence
He also emphasizes the fact tl

the Image of Diana, their chief fbad been miraculously sent to thi
by Jupiter. He called attention to I
fact that Paul had not committed the|
wrong of which he was charj

.

Sad Contrast
Bachelor (sadly).I dw

night that I pas married?
clock woke me.

i Benedlct-Jmqre. saalyj-;last night that I was single,
wok# "W.?-Br~«lo *!en
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